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brought low by the wind or other cause were theirs by right. Such wood was designated in law as 'windfall'."
These happy days would end all too quickly when Mr. Wilson, accompanied always by Dr. Grayson, would leave us and go back to Washington. From there I had long, delightful letters from him every day until he could come again; and his letters kept me en rapport with the stirring things with which each day was crowded.
The house up there seemed dead until he came again. Helen and I would drive or walk every day. The nearest village was Windsor, Vermont,  to enter whose sacred precincts it was necessary to cross a toll bridge. There was a special arrangement whereby cars from the "President's Cottage", as it was called, paid the toll by the month. One day when we were walking we wanted to go into the village and had no money with us. We borrowed a dollar from one of the Secret Service men, as the old woman who kept the tollgate was a dragon, and we did not want to ask favours of her. So we approached her and tendered our silver cartwheel. Without so much as looking at us she handed back ninety-five cents. Helen said: "What is the charge for crossing the bridge on foot?" She snapped back: "Two cents." Following this lead Helen said: "Well, you gave me only ninety-five cents when it should have been ninety-six." "No," said the dragon; "it is two cents for one person to cross, but five cents for two together." This illuminating information explained much to me then and since concerning Vermont thrift!
The old woman was a character. People who had been there for years told us she had never been seen even to nod her head to anyone crossing the bridge, and for her to speak was unknown. So we decided to play a game and see who could break down her defence and make her acknowledge a presence. As we passed we would all say "Good morning", or "Good Afternoon"; but never a sound came from those hard old lips. At last, just a few days before my visit was to